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Mapan, 
ETER returning my thanks 
to the performers of this Farce, 


for the great juſtice they have done 


me, I muſt beg leave to addreſs my- 
ſelf in particular to you. 


As your wiſhes produced the picce, 
and your performance has raiſed it 
into ſome conſequence, to whom can 
it be ſo — addreſs dꝰ You 
were before rank'd in the firſt claſs 
of our Theatrical Geniuſes, and now 
you have the additional merit of tranſ- 


forming the Gzpgcran DavcuTE into 


the 


T have laugh d heartily at. it. Were 


the Iaisn Wipow, that is, of ſinking 
hs: — the —— 
EI 


$7 tic of- them all, - that: it: is a 


vi. DEDICATION. 


Permit me, Madam, like other Cox- 
combs, to boaſt ſome fayours I have 


Don performs the print ipal 
character, ſome news- papers have 
criticis d the Farce, and the audiences 


not. Las ſenſible a the ſcvereſt Cri- 
"trifle not 
lubleribe 


worth the owning, I 
my real name, inſtead of, 


Mapa u, 


a 4. CAMS 7 16 k 
g % F A, ” 0 
hs Your preat admirer, 
* * F 5 a : d . , — * 


= And humble ſervant, 


The Aurnok. 
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IRISH WIDOW. 


ACT 1 


SCENE I. Pille, Hf. 
Enter BATES and Servant. 


BATES. 
S he gone out? his card tells me to 
| ar gt pg Tnyedonggt 
my hat and cane, and away I hurried. 


lution—T here your Uncle, who was laſt month all 
B gravity, 
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gravity, and you all mirth, have chang'd charac- 
ters; he is now all ſpirit, and you are in the dumps, 


young Man. 
NEPHEW. 
And for the ſame-reafon—This journey to Scar- 
borough will unfold the riddle. 
BATES. 
Come, come, in plain Engliſh, and before your 
Uncle comes—explain the matter. | 
NEPHEW. 
In the firſt place I am undone. 
BATES. 
In love I know hope your Uncle is not un- 
done tuo—that would be the devil 


NEPHEW. 
He has taken poſſeſſion of him N ih op 
In ſort, he came to Scarborough to ice the l. 
had fallen in love with--- * 
| BATES. 
and fell in love himſelf ? 
NEPHEW. 
Yes, and with the izme lady. 
BATES. 
That is the devil indeed? 
NEPHEW. 
O, Mr. BaTzs! when 1 
complete, and wanted only my 
give me the independance he fo often has promis'd 
me, he came to Scarborough for that purpoſe, 
and wiſh'd me joy of my choice; but in lefs than 
a week, his approbation turned in 


: 
* 


4 * 


for our delivery. 
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1 
So he keeps you out of your ne, won't give 
his conſent, which his Brother's fooliſh will requires, 
and he would marry himſelf the fame woman, be- 
cauſe right, title, conſcience, nature, juſtice, and 
every law, divine and human, are againſt it. 
NEPHEW. 

Thus he tricks me at once both of wife and 

fortune, without the leaſt want of either. 


BATES. 

Well faid, friend WMTr TIE] but it can't be, it 
ſhan't be, and it muſt not be---this is murder and 
robbery in the ſenſe, and he ſhan't be 
hang'd in chains to be laugh'd at by the whole 
town, if I can help it. | 


NEPHEW. 
I am diſtracted, the Widow is diſtreſsd, and we 


NEPHEW. 

But ſuch a Widow ! ſhe is now in town with her 
father, who wants to get her off his hands; tis equal 
to him who has her, fo ſhe is provided for-] hear 
ſomebody ing---I muſt away to her lodgings, 
where ſhe waits for me to execute a ſcheme directly 


BATES, 
What is her name, Bitty ? 


NEPHEW. 


| BATES. 
Brapy! is not ſhe daughter to Sir Parkiex 
O NxeaLe? 
B 2 N E- 


Bz apy. 


—— — X— ON —˙²uQY mqñ⁰ 0 — Ä _— — 
— - 
— _ — — 
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. NEPHEW. 

The ſame. She was facrific'd to the moſt ſenſe- 
leſs, drunken profli in the whole country : 
He lived to run out his fortune, and the only 
advantage ſhe got from the union was, he broke that 
and his neck, before he had broke her heart. | 


my 2 BATES. 

affair of marriage is in this country 
upon the eaſieſt focting; there 1 
hate in the matter; neceſſity brings them together; 
they are united at firſt for their mutual conveni- 
ence, and ſeparated ever after for their particular 
_— rare matrimony !---Where does ſhe 


NEPHEW. 
In Pall-Mall, near the Hotel, 


BATES. 
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particular, kind of half coxcomb, with a 
ab 


Enter THOMAS. 

Mr. Tuomas, I am tron. 
word you look charmingly—you wear 

THroMas. 


Mr. Barxs,— they'll wear and tear 
don't take care of myſelf—my old maſter has 
the neareſt way to wear himſelf out, and all that 
long to him. 

BATES. 


Why ſurely this ſtrange ſtory about town is 
en fie the eames fn BP fn in loye? 


THOMAS. 
Ten times worſe than that ! 


BATES. 


THOMAS. 
And his horns—poing to be married! 
BATES. 

Not if I can help it. 
THOMAS. 

You never for fark av Gare man ©» wang 

days !—he's grown young again; he friſks, 

and runs about, as it he had a new 

of legs— be has left off his brown 

which he wore all ſummer, and now with his 


The devil ! 


—  — 
3 and fimirks fo, that 
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him for the mad Frenchman in Bedlam —ſome- 
thing wrogg in his 
it ?—he wants me to 


THOMAS. 
As fare as you are there, Mr. Barxs, a pig- 
tail !—we have had fad work about it—I made a 


BATES. 


frump'd, and calFd me old block- 
not ſpeak to me the reft of the 
| 5 


—ů— ——]Hĩͤ ——— 


telling him, that I was an E r 
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day but the next day he was at it 
then put me into 2 I] could not 


had m as well as that as long 
= I ded tech in ary body, 21 and 
a ſtrait head of hair! 


BATES. 
Well faid, Tuomas be could not anfwer that. 


THOMAS. 8 
The pooreſt man in England is a match 
if he will but ſtick to the laws of the 


and the ſtatue books, as they are deliver'd 
down from us to our fore fathers. 


BATES. 
You are right—we muſt lay our wits together, 
and drive the Widow out of your old maſter's head, 
and put her into your young maſter's hands. 


at his _ what à terrible ac- 
count would he make of it, Mr. BaTes!—lct me 
fee—on the debtor ſide E5—and per contra creditor 
a buxom widow of 23.— He'll be a bankrupt in a 


forrhight—he bel he! 


BATES. 
And fo he would, Mr. Tuomas what have you 
got in your band? 
THOMAS. 
A pamphlet my old 


takes in—he has 


left off buying hiſtories and religious pieces by 


numbers, as he ufed to do, and fince he has gor 
this Widow in his head he reads nothing but the 


Amorous 
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2 
8 
ing, Love in the Suds, and fuch kke tender com- 


BATES. 
Here he comes with all his folly about him. 


THOMAS. 
Yes, and the firſt fool from vanity-fair--Heav'n 
2 turns man and woman topfy-turvy 
| Exit TrHoMaAs. 


| WHITTLE (twithout.) 
Where is he ? where is my good friend ? 


Euter WHITTLE. 
Ha! here he is—give me your hand. 


BATES. 
I am glad to fee you in ſuch ſpirits, my old 
gentleman. 
WHITTLE. 


Not ſo old neither no man ought to be called 
old, friend Bars, if he is in health, ſpirits, and 


BATES. 
In 1 fenſes— wich 1 rnd rather doubt, as 
I never faw you half fo frolickſome in my life. 


WHITTLE. 
Never too old to learn friend, and if I dowt 
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BATES. 
And if they ſhould now call you Old Folly, it 
Will be a much worſe name. 
e 
No jackanapes call me 
have this friend at my ſide ¶ touches his feword.) 
BATES 
A hero too! what in the name of common ſenſe 


WHITTLE. 
Mr. BaTzs---the ladies, who are the beſt judges 
of countenances, are not of inion; and 


WHITTLE. 
I believe you never ſaw me look better, Faanx, 
did you? 

BATES. 

O yes, rather better forty years ago. 

WHITTLE 
What when I was at Merchant Taylors School? 
| 5 BA TES. 
At Lincoln's-Inn, Tos. 

WHITTLE. 


I be---I diſguiſe and next 
3 „ 
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BATES. 
Fifty-four! why I am fixty, and you always 
lick*d nie at ſchool—tho? I believe I could do as 
much for you now, and ecod I believe you deſerve 


it too. 
WHITTLE. 
I tell you I am in my 55th year. 
BATES. 


I ſee there is no talking or conſulting with y 
in this humour, and fo, Mr. Bars, when you 
mes 3 Age leſs of your wit, and more 
your fri ip, I ſhall conſult with you. 

F 3 

are you my 

mean — when you have done ſowi 
oats, and have been bliſtered into 
when you have half kilyd 
beau, and return to your wollen caps, 


T'ows oc your denier his; Þ bon þ 
* again; to you, 
Monſieur Fifty-four, ha! ha ! * Exit. 


— | x 7 XN he 
conſtitution to conceive i I am in 
have 
the 


with the Widow, and muſt 
knows his own wants—let 


her : 
world 


3 IRISH 


il 


1821 


jo Aan! 


Enter OLD KECRKS T. 


WHITTLE. 


KECK. 


! ay, right as my 


Ton! Life's nothing 


i 


h 


I am 


z but 


garden places 


a at one or other of the 


— 


Iriſh 


I am a little afraid of the 
| ſhe has 


man, a kind of couſin of her's, to take care of her; 


! hugh! 
a fine fellow; and fo 
fort to have ſuch 


among 
hugh 


good-natur'd— It is a vaſt com- 
friend 


in a family! Hugh ! 


hugh! hugh! 


WHIT 


C2 
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WHITTLE. 
You are a bold man, couſin Kecxsr. 
| KECK. 


Bold! ay to be ſure; none but the brave deſerve 
the fair Hugh! hugh! who's afraid ! 


WHITTLE. 
Tou have an ugly cough, couſin. 
| KECK. 
Marriage is the beſt lozenge for it. 
WHITTLE. 
You have rais'd me from the dead---I am glad 
vou came-—Frank Barzs had almoſt killed me 
ye will walk chro the Park; and I will carry you 
to the Widow in Pall-mall, 
KECK. 
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KECK. 
With all my heart—P'll raiſe her ſpirits, and 


yours 620 Ton — come along — who's 
[ Exerne. 


SCENE the Widow Ladgiag. 


Exter WIDOW, NEPHEW, and BATES, 
BATES. 


Indeed, madam, there is no other way but to 
real character, _O—_ 


caſt off 
one; It 15 an 


extraordinary meaſures ; pluck ſpirit, and do 
up a 
it for the honour of your ſex. 
NEPHE W. 
Only conſider, my fweet Widow, that our all is 


at ſtake. 

WIDOW. 
Could I bring my Le 
feelings, would not you hate me for being a 
crite, tho? it is done for your fake ? — 


NEPHEW. 
Could I think myſelf capable of ſuch ingra- 


titude— 
WIDOW. 

Don't make fine ſpeeches ; you men are ſtrange 
creatures, you turn our heads to your 
and then deſpiſe us for the folly you teach us; tis 
hard to aſſume a character contrary to my 
tion; I cannot get rid of my unfaſhionable preju- 
dices, till I have been married in England ſome 
time, and lived among my betters. 


NEPHEW. 
Thou charming adorable woman was 
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do then ? I never wiſh'd for a fortune till this mo- 
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character of your Iriſh female 
cory wick you lil So 
at z you kiten my Uncle into 
terms, and do that for us, which neither my love, 
* can accompiiſh without it. 


WIDOW. 
Now for a trial—(mimicking « Jong bog) — 
bringing me 


fait and trot, if you will be after 
before the old 4 if he loves muſick, 
Reer = 
ſome daneing too into the bargain, 
pering O bleſs me e — 
frighten'd out of my wits; I can never go thro? it. 
h (Nxrnrxw and Barzs both laugh. 
NEPHEW, tneeling and kiſſing ber band. 
O *tis admirable! love himſelf i you, 
and we ſhall conquer; what ſay you, Mr. Bates? 


BATES. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
' 
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BATES. 


ll inſure you ſucceſs ; I can ſcarce believe my 


cuckold, Kzcxsy. 
WIDOW. 
But will my dreſs ſuit the character I play? 


NEPHEW. 
Brava! braviſſima! fweet Widow! [Exit after ber. 


BATES. 
Huzza ! huzza! [Exit. 
SCENE, the Park. 


Fater WHITTLE ad KECKSY. 
WHITTLE, 


give 3 
there you'll find him hobbling with that old 


THE IRISH WIDOW: 17 
KECK. 

There our taſte differs friend; I am for a 
ſmart girl in my houſe, hugh! hugh! to 
my ſpirits, and make me merry; I 1 
beer wg not I. no ſtill-life for 


I 


41 


lz. 
q 


ſo force her 

fee her; always for a tall, —— 
you were s for a 

wench; now for my part I am with the old faying, 


WHITTLE. 
Bars, let us avoid him, he will 
with us; when I have taken a fe- 


WHITTLE. 
Where ſhe not ſo flaunting, I ſhould take ir for— 


Net - 
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No, is it impoſſible; and yet is not that my Ne- 
with her? I forbad him ſpeaking to her; it 
can't be the Widow; I hope it 1s not. 


Enter WIDOW follswed by NEPHEW, three 
Footmen, and a black Boy. 
WIDOW. 

Don't bother me, 2 1 
28 


r 'by killng you, long 
Would you have me faitleſs to your _—_— 


PRs hw ae Kn 
der'd to be faitful to him? bus l muſt know more of 
your Engliſh ways, and live more among the Eng- 
Iih Ladies, to learn how to be faitful 6 to two at a 
time —and fo there's my anſwer for you, 


NEPHEW. 
Then I know wy relief, for I cannot live with- 
out you. (Ext. 
WIDOW. 


Take what relief you plaſe, young Jontleman, 
what have I to do with dat? He is mad, 


or out of his ſinſes, for he ſwears he can't ive with- 

out me, and yet he talks of killing himſelf ? how 

enn If a countryman of mine 
had made ſuch a blunder, they would have put it 
= Engh end Pill pra we 

an man over | 

way be, * per | 

KECK. 

Is this the Widow, friend WRrrrIE? 

WHITTLE. 

I don't know (fig bing) it is, and it is not. 

| WIDOW. 

Yer fiovens, Mr. WrrtTor; I wiſh you would 


ſpake 
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ppake to your Nephew not to be whining and dang- 
ing aficr me all day in his green coor Kev > parner: 
It 1s not for my reputation that he ſhould follow 
me about like a beggar-man, and aſk me for what 
I had given him long ago, but have ſince beftow'd 
upon you, Mr. WarTTo: : | 

4 28; 


is ſhall be 


WIDOW. 
1 "= me, 82222 * — 
charity to ſtarve him: 
man dead with all my heart, . A e Ul A C 
him a grate dale of good. 
KECK. (te WuarrTit.) 
She is tender, indeed! and I think ſhe has the 
brogue a little—hugh ! hugh ! 


WHITTLE. 
"Tis ſtronger to day than ever I heard it. 
(Paring. 
WING: 
are you now talking of my_brogue ? It is 


the moſt fulleſt when » "he win m—— 


Not at all; the more tongue the better, fay I. 
WIDOW. 
When the wind changes I have no brogue at all, 
at all. But come, Mr. Wnrrror, don't let us 
be vulgar, and talk of our poor relations: It is im- 


D 2 poſſible 


for if I ſhould hate you as much as I did 
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ble to be in this metropolis of London, and 
any thought but of Operas, Plays, Maſque- 
rades, and Pantaons, to keep up one's ſpirits in 
the winter ; and Ranelagh, Vauxhall, and Mary- 
bone fireworks to cool and refreſh one in the fum- 
mer. La! la! la! Ang, 
. WHITTLE. 
I proteſt ſhe puts me into a fweat; we ſhall have 
a mob about us. 


| ing his apparance, 1 
Hel haps wr hn hong 1 might Gi bm 


And indeed, Sir, it would be very aable to me; 
my firſt 
dare huſband ; I ſhould always have the comfort. 


that in all human probability, my torments would 
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WHITTLE. 
More bold than welcome! I am ftruck all of a 


it as if we had been married fome time. 


WHITTLE. 

= Jaded, Madam, I can't but fay I am a little 
thoughtful—we take it by turns; you were very 
forrowful a month ago for the lots of your huſband, 
and that you could dry up your tears fo ſoon, na- 
turally makes me a little thoughtful. 
| WIDOW. 

Indeed, I could dry up an ſr © 
huſbands, when I was fure ving a tirteenth 
like Mr. WarTTor ; A — ſure both 
in England and Dublin too. 

KECK. 

She won't die of a confumption ; ſhe has a fine 
full-ton'd voice, and you'll be very happy, Tow. 
WHITTLE. 

O yes, very happy. 
| WIDOW. 
©. But come don't let us be melancholy before the 


: ] am fure I have been mop'd up for © 00 
my firſt 


d to mourn 


' fure of a ſecond; and 


| 
i 
| 
| 
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Cage , and 
day too, like any finging z and Pm in fuc 
ies that I have t id of my Facker, I could 
over the moon without wings, and back 
fore dinner. Bleſs my eyes, 


Mis Nancy O'Flarty, 


pineſs (curtſeys.) Re to the ſery 
don't you . = 3 
your maſter that 1 


A fine buxom widow, faith! no 

7 —mopes at home--forc'd into the air 
umption What a deſcription you 

gave of your wife! why ſhe beats my Sally, Tow. 

WHITTLE. 

Yes, and ſhe'll beat me if I don't take care ł 
What a ones! Tait wan thank, or this 
will turn my Dance for two nights together, 
and leap over the moon! you ſhall dance and leap 


by yourelf that Fm m refolv'd. 
again; it does my beart good to 


fee her—You are in luck, Tom. 


WHITTLE. 
I'd give a finger to be out of ſuch luck. 


Euter WIDOW, Se. 


2 WIDOW. 
Ha! hal ha! the poor Captain is marched off 
pw. | in 


— 
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in a fury : He can't bear to hear that the rown has 
capitulated to you, Mr. Wnrrrox. I have promiſed 


bred at the Dublin Univerſity, and 


very deep ſcholar, has fine talents for a tate a 


ha! ha! I don't pity the poor crater his wife, 
for that cough of ha will toon reward 
her for all her ſufferings. | 1 | 

| WHIT- 
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WHITTLE. | 
"What a delivery ! a reprieve before the knot was 
. (aftae.) 
WIDOW. 


Are you unwell, Mr. Wir ros? I ſhould be ſorry 
you would fall fick before the happy day. Your 


being in danger afterwards would be a great con- 


folation to me, becauſe I ſhould have the pleaſure 

of nurſing you myſelf. 
WHITTLE. 
I hope-never to give you that trouble, madam. 
. WIDOW. 

No trouble at all, at all; I affure you, Sir, from 

my foul, that ſhall take great delight in the occaſion. 

WHITTLE. 

Indeed, madam, I believe it. 

WIDOW. 


WHITTLE. 
And fo do I from mine, madam. b..) 
WIDO W. 
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WHITTLE. 
A little now and then, Madam. 


your 
into your head that ſhould not 


let any 
there, Mr. WrarrToL? 
WHITTLE. 
J will take care that nothing ſhall be in my 
but what ought to be there : a deliverance ? 
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ACT u. 
A Rom in WHITTLE's Houſe. 


Enter BATES, and NEPHEW. 
NEPHEW (taking him by the band.) 


THE IRISH WIDOW. 


— fr frame 


Ways 
9 


and 


{By 


[ Exit Nezynzw. 
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WHITTLE. 


* 1 fit; 
f : 4511 
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YI 7 


WHITTLE. 


| Why I um in 6 works condicen ths 1 


WHITTLE. 


Indeed but 1 ſhan't ; he ſhall run mad, and FI 


marry her myfelf, rather than do that; Mr. BaTzs, 
ru ſooner go to Bedlam myſelf. [Exit Barzs. 


be a true. friend, and ſooth my Nephew to conſent 
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upon. you, 


Sir Patrick O'Neale is come to wait 


TIM 
19 


I 


HITTLE. | 
but I am no brave man, Sir PaTzicx, and 


in to ſhrink already. 


fy 


10% 


12117 111 4 
48. 


wp 
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All 


22111 


THE IRISH WIDOW. 33 


then, which is a comfort too in caſe of death, 
other accidents in life. 8 


& PATRICK, 
Wrrzzur, and | have not the gift of prophecy, 
to find out after you have ſpoke, what never was 


in | 
WHITTLE. 
Let me intreat you to attend to me a little. 
S PATRICK. 
1 do attend, man; I don't int. rrupt you—out 


with it. 
WHITTLE. 


Sr PATRICK. 
WHITTLE. 
My wife that is nt to be—Zounds! will you 


hear me ? 
| & PATRICK. 


To be, or not to be, is that the queſtion 
ſwear too, if i wane + lie of the. i 


Your 


worthy of her; I have the greateſt Be wo. 
Sir Parniex; I ſhould think my honour'd by 
in your family, but there are many reaſons— 


Sir 
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„ PATRICK. 
To he fue itn as i tan: oh 
man ſhould not Ed 
was your buſineſs 
WHITTLE. 
I have wrote a letter to e which 1 


was in hopes you had ſen, and had brought me 


an 
* PATRICK. 

—_ — 2 R do you make a 

porter of me? Do you imagine, dirty 

fellow, with vous cath, tha Sir PaTziex O'Nats 

would carry your letters? I would: have you know 

that I — and all that belong to em; nor 

would . 

him, unleſs it came from 
WHITTLE. 

But, dear Sir PaTzicx, don't be in a paſſion for 


| A K PATRICK. . 
What is it nothing to make a penny of 
=e? tur T9 gy © wy Coy nd 21 
have not ſeen ber to-day, if I find that 
ie I 


have written any 
to my family, and you 


ſhall take it as an 
ſhall either let out the noble blood of the O'Narss, 
| or 1 will ſpill the laft drop of the red puddle of 
the Warzexrs. (Going and returns). Harkee, you 
Mr. Wu, WrnstzLe, Waist, 22 
name? You muſt not ſtir till I come back; if 
(ur wat rink, o lc; fill my honour is a 
fy'd, *twill be the worſt male you 
life ; you had better faſt a year, l 
fix months, than dare to lave your houſe. So now, 
Mr. WzzzLE, you are to do as you plaſe. (Exit. 
| WHITTLE... 
Now the devil is at work indeed If ſome miracle 
don't 


—  — — 
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K 28 you en have 2 
legacy, t promiſe you. 
— 156 —— | 
THOMAS. 
Here are the undertakers already. (Di.) 
WHITTLE. 
What ſhall I do? my head can't bear it; I will 
hang myflf for frer of tning ren thee” the body. 


THOMAS returns with bills. 


to begin her tricks already ; ſend them to the 
and tay 1 won't pay a farthing, 


THOMAS. 
You'll have another mob about the door. lc. 


WHITTLE. 


THOMAS. 
When you are trick d we ſhall all be ſatisfied. [ Aſide. 
[Exit Tuomas. 


WHITTLE. 
_ ould os ff 


perdere—Who have we here? one quem Pave of the 
family I ſuppoſe. [Warrrrz retires. 
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7 HOMAS 


71 
111 


il 


WIDOW. | 


lave the room. 


THOMAS. 


I value my life too much not to do that—what 


been caught 
, and Exi 


d tartar! I with he had not 


and ſent here. 
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| WHITTLE. | 
| My name Wertes not Warrror. 
| | WIDOW. 


We ſhan't ſtand fot triſles and you were born 
, 


WHITTLE 
So they told me, Sir. 
| WIDOW. 
| Then they told tio lies, fait; fo far, fo good 
| {Takes ont à letter. 
Do you know that hand-writing ? 
WHITTLE. 
As well as I he this good friend of mine, 
who keys oe NR GT: 
leu bis right hand, and ſmiling. 
WIDOW. 
You had better noe ſhew your teeth, Sir, Ml we 
come to the jokes the hand-writing is your's. 
WHITTLE. | 
Yes, Sir, it is mine. [ Sæbs. 


* 
2 rr 
WHITTLE. 
Partly one, partly t other. 
WIDOW. 
Will you be plas d, Sir, to rade it aloud, that 
you may know it again, when you hare it. 
| WHAT ILSE (takes h and rehs.) 


* 


* 


Would be 
e ee and 
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WHITTLE. 
Sir hat's the matter? 


WIDOW, 
Nothing at all, Sir, pray go on. 
WHITTLE cred) 
— profer your bepppines to the indul- 
gence of my own paſſions — 
WIDOW. 
I will not prefer yu happineſs to the indul- 
8 Wurrror, rade on. 
WHITTLE. 


n axworthy of your chargss 
| WIDOW. 


Very unwenky indeed; rade on, Sir. 
J have, f. Jane des bad « eo | be- 
or a ſtruggle, 
ern my juſtice and my paſſion— 

I have had . My juftice and 
no at all: 
paſſion are agreed. 
WHITTLE. 
The former has prevail d, and 1 beg leave to 
den, with all your accompliſhments, to fome more de 
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ſerving, tho' not more admiring ſervant than ycur 
miſerable and devoted, Trnomas — 
WID OW. 
And miſerable and devoted you ſhall be to the 
Poſtſcript; rade on. 
WHITTLE. 
Peſiſcript : Jet me have your pity, but not your 


anger. 
In anfwer ds Love Epat 

n to this Love Epiſtle, you pitiful 
low, my fiſter preſents you with her tindereſt wiſhes, 
and affures you that you have as you deſire, her 


I muſt beg lave in the name of all our _ 

to preſent the fame to you. 
WHITTLE. 

I am ditto to all the family. | 
WIDOW. 
But as » benghs of grams i any of que aa 
was never fuffer'd op Baſe he into ſome 


III 
WHITTLE. 
For heaven's fake, Captain, what are you about? 
 _ WIDOW. | 
F always looſen my Garters for the advantage 


2 it is for your ſake as well as my own, 
G 
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What a bloody fellow it is! I wiſh Tromas 
would come in. [ Afide. 


hand, is worth one in the buſhes, Mr. WirToL— 


come, Sir. 
| WHITTLE. 
But I have not ſettled my matters. 
WIDOW. 


O we'll fettle *em in a trice, I warrant you. 
[puts herſelf in a polition.] 
WHITTLE. 


| 


THE IRISH WIDOW. 43 


WHITTLE. Wy 
I had rather 


am very happy it is in my power to oblige you; 


there, Sir, take your choice; I will plaſe you if I 
Can. 


0 ). 
( i. 


marry her, PH give him all my 
the fellow have? here Nephew! T 
mas! murder! murder! (He flies and ſbe purſues. 
Euter BATES, and NEPHEW. 
NEPHEW. 
What's the matter, Uncle? 
WHITTLE. 
Murder, that's all; that Ruffian there, would 


Kill me, and eat me afterwards. 


NEPHEW. | 
to cool him ; come out, Sir, I am 


PH find a way 


as mad as yourſelf; Tl match you, I warrant you. 


(Going out with bim. 
G 2 * WIDOW. 
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WIDOW. 
TI follow you all the world over. (Going after bim.) 
WHITTLE. 
_ ay. foe Np bew; you ſhan't fight, we ſhall 
be expor'd all over the town, and you may loſe your 
life, and I ſhall be curs'd from morning to night; 
do, Nephew, make yourſelf and me happy; be the 
olve-branch, and bring peace into my family; re- 
turn to the Widow; I will give you my conſent, 
and your fortune, and a fortune for the Widow, 
222 do perſuade him Mr. Barts. 
BATES. 
Do, Sir, this is the very critical point of your 
life; I know you love her; tis the only method to 
reſtore us all to our ſenſes. 


NEPHEW. 
I muſt talk in private firſt, with this hot young 
' WIDOW. 


As private as you plaſe, Sir. 
WHITTLE. 


give me your ſwords and 
piſtols; and now do your worſt; you ſpirited loving 
young couple; I could leap out ef my ſkin! 
[ Exit Barxs. 
THOMAS (peeping in.) 
Joy, Joy to you; ye fond charming pair! the fox 
is caught, and the. young lambs may ſkip and play; 
I leave you to your tranſports | [ Exit 


NEPHEW. 
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45 
NEPHE W. 
O my charming Widow ! what a day have we 


gone thro? ? 
WIDOW. 

I would go thro? ten times as much, to deceive 
an old amorous ſpark, like your Uncle, to pur- 
chaſe a young one, like his Nephew. 

NEPHEW. 

I liften'd at the door all this laſt ſcene ; my heart 
was agitated with ten thouſand fears; ſuppoſe my 
Uncle had been ftout, and drawn his ſword. 

WIDOW. 
cowards meet, the is who ſhall run firſt; 
and fure I can beat an old man at any thing. 
NEPHEW. 

Permit me thus to ſeal my ineſs (kifſes ber 
21 as I think 
myſelf undeſerving of it. 

WIDOW. 
Tu tell you what, Sir, were I not ſure you 
deſerv*d ſome pains, I would not have taken 


ins for you; and don't i now, 

f hnve ape 6 Mite we the Bs man I love, that 
I ſhall go a little too far when Pm your wife; in- 
deed I 


t: I have done more than I ſhould, be- 
fore I am your wife, becauſe I was in deſpair; dur 
I won't do as much as I may, when I am your 
wite, tho* every Iriſh woman is fond of imitating. 
Engliſh faſhions. 
NEPHEW. 

Thou divine, adorable woman ! | 

(Kneels and kiſſes her hand. 
Enter WHIT TLE,and BATES. (WarrrtL fares. 


BATES. 
Confuſion ! 


(afide.). 
WHITTLE. 


+ ? 


46 THE IRISH WIDOW 


WHITTLE (tan to Barts.) 
Hey day! I am afraid his head is not right yet! he 
was kneeling and kiſſing the Captain's hand. 
(Aſide to Barxs. 
BATES. 
Take no notice, all will come about. 
(Aide to WrrTtTLE. 
WIDOW. 


Sir PATRICE. 


I hope, Mr. WarzzLz, you'll excuſe my coming 
back to gi 


that he's at Limerick ; and I have been with my 
daughter to tell her the news, but ſhe would not 
ſtay at home to receave it, fo I am come—O gra 
ma chree my little din oufil crato, what have we got here? 
a piece of mummery ! here is my fon and daughter 
too, fait; what are you waring the breeches, Par, to 
ſee how they become you when you are Mrs. Weezel, 
WIDOW. 
I beg your pardon for that, Sir! I wear them be- 
fore marriage, becauſe, I think they become a woman 
better than after. 
5 reer 
What, is not this your fan ? (aſteniſd d) 
Sr PATRICK. 
No, but it is my daughter, and that is the ſame thing. 
| WIDOW, 
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WIDOW. 

And your Niece, Sir, which is ſtill better than either. 
WHITTLE. 

Mighty well! and 1 ſuppoſe you have not loſt 

your wits, young man |! , 

8 rr 

mpa ize wi Sir; we loſt em together 

and found Yi 66 68 tine ha, . 
WHITTLE. 

Here's villany! Mr. Bars, give me the paper; 
not a farthing ſhall they have till the law gives it em. 
BATES. 

We'll cheat the law and give it them now. 
(Gives Nernew the paper. 
WHITTLE. 

He may take his own, but he ſhan't have a fix- 
pence of the five thouſand pounds I promis'd kim. 
BATES. 

Witneſs, good folks, he owns to the promile. 
Sr PATRICK. 

Fait I'Il witneſs dat, or any thing elſe in a good 


caule. 
WHITTLE. 
What, am I chous'd again! 
BATES. 


Why ſhould not my friend be chous'd out of a 
little juſtice for the firſt time? Your hard uſage has 
ſharpen'd yourNephew's wits, therefore be ware, don't 
play with edge-tools—you'l only cut your fingers. 

S PATRICK. | 
And your trote too, which is all one; therefore, 
to make all azy, marry my daughter firſt, and 
then quarrel with her afterwards; that will be in 
the natura] courſe of things. 
25 WHITTLE. 
Here Tnomas ! where are you? 


Euter 


22 rr e 


WW THE IRISH WIDOW. 


Euter T HOMAS. 
WHITTLE. 
Here are fine doings! I am deceiv'd, trick'd, 


I 


S. 
happineſs : fooliſh a long while, 
turn about and be wiſe; he has the woman and 
his eſtate, give them which is not 
worth much, and live like a chriftian for the future. 
WHITTLE. 

I will if I can; but I can't look at *em; I can't bear 
the ſound of my voice, nor the fight of my own face: 
Look ye, I am diſtreſs d, and diftrafted ! and can't 
come to yet; I will be reconciPFd if poſſible; but 
don't let me ſee or hear from you, if you would have 


got 
your bleſſing, 


THE IRISH WIDOW. 


Ss PATRICK. 


O love has hewitch'd fing. Brapr. * 
* * 1 
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| Ye Critics to murder fo 


5 


L 
E 


T 
TP 
I 


<ec. 


© fie, ay dear craters, be azy - 
Ye Patriets and Caurtiers fe hearty, 

To ſpeack i and vote for your party, 
For ence te — 2 mad lands, 
nadie... Madan 


To all that I fee here before me, 


me . 
— awe 2 doÞ for « lady ; 
O joy to you all in full meaſure, 
So wiſhes, and prays Wibow Bzavr. 
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